3I2            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

but feeling the wound with my finger, and
being able to speak, and feeling no violent
flow of blood, I discovered I wasn't dead
just yet. So I reloaded my revolver and
got up.

'Meanwhile my Sikhs were swarming
over the wall. I ran in, and found the
enemy bolting at last from the east, and
running away towards Manipur. My men
were in first, well ahead of both parties of
Ghoorkas.

'After I had seen all the Manipuris near
the fort polished off, I sent for a dresser and
lay down in one of the huts in the fort.
Soon had my clothes off, and found the
bullet had gone through the root of my
neck, just above the shoulder, and carried
some of the cloth of my collar and shirt right
through the wound, leaving it quite clean.
I was soon bound up, and men shampooed
me and kept away cramp. It was only a
very violent shock, and I felt much better
in the evening.